CHAPTER V

THE BLACK STONE

HE following two voyages of Martin
Frobisher were the result of a re-
markable combination of circum-
stances. The public had gaped at the
Gabriel and discussed the "strange
infidel" who not only spoke no known
language, but had bitten his own
tongue in twain in his mouth. Michael
Lock had discussed the cosmographic results of the
voyage with the captain, and William Borough had
completed, in the form we now see it, his sea carde of
the voyage. The native, succumbing probably to unsuit-
able food and the English climate so often fatal to for-
eigners, had died, -and public interest in the Gabriel's
exploits was diminishing in the face of the news from
the Continent, where the Spanish soldiers, after sacking
MaestricKt, had destroyed Antwerp, one of the finest
cities in the world, burning the Bourse, the warehouses,
and the residential quarters, and killing eight thousand
of the inhabitants.
And then, with suddenness of fire in stubble, there
ran through the city the rumour that the Gabriel's men
had brought home some gold ore.
One thing amid all the contradictory statements and
crazy old-wives' tales seems certain and sure. Martin
himself had nothing whatever to do with the tale in
the first place. He seemed as astonished as any man
the piece of black stone, like sea coal, but heavy
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